London always smells the same. Frowsy, ‘but I'm glad to be 
back.’ 


And just for a while it bears you up. ‘Anything’s round the 
corner,’ you think. 


But long before you get round the corner it lets you drop. 


Jesus, I wish she'd stop smiling, she’s feeling herself to the 
point of extinction. 


I’m trying to brazen it out in front of everyone but they all 


know I’m fuming. 
She requires the taste of blood from time to time to keep her 
equilibrium. 


I’m not paying for any other bitches bright ideas. 
Loathsome London, vile and stinking hole... 


My revenge, I decided very early, would be to achieve a 
power which outlasts kingdoms. 


But first Pll put a stake through her heart and garlic round 
her neck to make sure she never comes back. 


“You ain't ever gonna smoke with me again champ, that's for sure ! ” 


Killing two burdens with one stoner, God cried in the street 
outside her flat, as a sign to the world, and a hint of blacker 
things to come. 

... the pyrrhic victories of the disenfranchised, just not 
enough glory and excitement to go around. 


Love not too deeply yr friends. They will all betray u, or 
halting at this will fall short. 


Eyes shining with that blood-lust 


The memory is fading ... 


Soon it will be morning 


